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	1. Chapter 1

**A/N:** This story is an AU, taking place in a Fantasy land of my own creation, 'Etrana' in a time period around the 1600's, but the grammar, and inventions are a mix of renaissance and modern, as I have invented some things of my own. I also use some Skyrim terminology, but you don't need to know what Skyrim is to understand the story.

Warning: Will/does contain mature content including but not limited to: Swearing, violence, sexual content...

* * *

><p><span><strong>1 <strong>

"Get away from there!" Bonnie yelled at the three kids mafficking, trampling her garden along the way.

The children squealed and ran off, back to where they had come from, and she sighed, standing in the doorway of her home.

After a moment, she hurried over to her garden, kneeling down and running her fingertips along the tomato plants.

"They've ruined you." Bonnie whispered, referring to several of the squashed ones.

Looking to both sides of herself quickly, she looked back down before placing her hands along the pummeled tomatoes, cupping them.

"Salvo plantis, sanatio potentia." she whispered, and in her hands the tomatoes flushed outwards, regaining their round untouch shape and vibrancy.

Bonnie smiled and stood back up, brushing any dirt off her petticoat and turning back for her home.

"She witch, she witch!" she heard suddenly and turned her head to see a child holding her mother's hand as they walked.

The mother avoided looking at Bonnie and tugged her child closer to her skirt.

"Mama, the magical lady!" the child continued to look, and squirm his way out of his mother's grasp.

Bonnie blinked, watching him rush over, standing hardly 2 feet wall and stop square in front of her.

"Misses, Misses, please show me your magic." he smiled but his mother felt much differently and walked over, scooping him up into her arms.

"Don't speak with her!" she huffed, stepping away from Bonnie as though she had the plague.

"She's the devil's child." the woman whispered and as she walked away holding her son, he looked beyond her shoulder.

Bonnie watched them walk away until they disappeared around a corner.

She sighed, shaking her head and turned back into her home, closing the door behind her.

"You look doleful." a voice commented from across the small space that was both a sitting room and a kitchen.

The blond, Caroline, her best friend was sitting at the dining table.

"Oh, it's nothing new." she replied, brushing a lock of her dark brown hair behind her shoulder.

"Did someone call out on you again?" Caroline asked with a frown.

Bonnie shook her head, "They scorn me, despite the fact that I have helped more people in this village than the medics combined." she moved to sit beside her friend in a chair.

"They haven't come to your door wielding torches, at least." she chuckled, but there was a sadness in her eyes.

"That is because they are too afraid of me to actually confront me." she reminded Caroline, reaching across the table for a slice of the bread. It was a tad dry, crumbly around the edges, as it had been baked over a week before.

Caroline picked her goblet up off the table and took a drink of the ale inside.

"God bless them." she smirked, and Bonnie smiled back at her a bit.

"Or damn them. Whichever he pleases." she remarked and pulled apart the slice of bread to eat it.

Bonnie finished eating the bread and snatched the goblet away from Caroline, swallowing the remaining drink.

"Well, excuse me!" Caroline teased, taking the goblet back and setting it empty in front of herself.

"That's the last of the ale, we have mead and milk left." Bonnie sighed, tapping her finger tips on the table.

"We'll need the mead for morrow surely." the blond replied slowly.

"Why is that?" she asked, looking up from the table.

"Have you forgotten? We've a rendezvous with Charles and Rowland." Caroline reminded her with a chuckle.

Bonnie placed her hand upon her forehead, "Rowland, really?" she asked, moving her hand back down, knowing very well that Rowland was the one she was expected to entertain. Since, Caroline had a favor for Charles.

"What's wrong with Rowland?" she inquired.

"The first time he met me, he thought I was a bawd." Bonnie narrowed her eyes.

Caroline smiled, "Nye, he thought you were a courtesan."

"That is the same thing!" she put a hand in the air.

"In a general sense yes, but class wise, courtesan is several pay more than an average hooker." she teased and Bonnie rolled her eyes standing up from the table.

"Are you suggesting that I should take it as a compliment that Rowland thought I was attractive enough that wealthy men would pay to visit me?" she asked with a chuckle.

Caroline rested her chin in her hand, "You corrected him without default however. I was sure he was startled by you."

"Startled? Please, I'm not frightening." Bonnie stepped over to the hearth, adding more wood to it. The flames licked upwards.

"You kicked him in the knee and told him he should swallow hot coals." she laughed.

Bonnie shrugged, "He called me a prostitute, I kicked him, we are nothing if not even." she insisted.

"He wasn't meaning it in a bad way, Bonnie." Caroline shook her head.

"Though, I took it as such." she said simply and placed the cooking pot over the fire.

Bonnie smiled and placed the pieces of raw chicken in the cast iron pot, several carrots, then leeks and placed the lid on top.

"The rumors of my 'devil heritage' doesn't seem to bother him, I will say that." she continued telling away from the hearth.

"That's because he does not believe you are a witch." Caroline told her.

"Which he shouldn't. Unless of course you've told my secret?" Bonnie said playfully, swaying her skirt a bit.

Caroline smiled, "Of course not. You've been my best friend for years."

Bonnie nodded and paced across the room slowly.

"What does Rowland think of me then?" she asked curiously.

"He thinks you are one of the best Alchemics and medic in Etrana, that you are misunderstood." she explained.

Bonnie chuckled, "He might not think the same if he knew the magic of it all."

"You've helped a lot of people, I'm sure he'd understand." Caroline insisted, standing up from her chair.

"Perhaps… Speaking of helping a lot of people. It hasn't been so this week. I've seen one person, treated them for pox. People aren't very sick lately."she said with a sigh.

Caroline smiled, "For us, that isn't such a good thing."

"Not at all. We have fifteen gold, that should hold us over for the week though." Bonnie told her, and her friend nodded.

Bonnie and Caroline had been living and working together the last four years. Bonnie was eighteen and Caroline was six months her junior, at seventeen. Caroline wasn't too skilled at Alchemy but she could stitch wounds well and was handy when it came to childbirth.

"You know, we could be married by now like other women our age." Caroline chuckled and leaned against the end of the table.

"You've been saying that since we were fourteen. Yet, here we are." Bonnie smirked.

Caroline glared at her best friend, for not having let her continue her thought.

"I was going to say… But, we make do on our own. Although, half of the village thinks we're bedmates." she flushed red.

Bonnie folded her arms, "We're two unwed, childless females living together, and not actively seeking marriage to a man. Of course they think we are queer." she chuckled.

"Not that there is anything wrong with such." Caroline pointed out.

"Not at all."she agreed, "After all, the King isn't against marriages of any kind. If we were bedmates, we would have been married by now." Bonnie teased and her friend flushed even harder.

"Shush!" Caroline giggled and hid her face in her hands.

"I hope you realize, I'm only going to meet with Rowland because you want to see Charles and he refuses to come without his friend." Bonnie said, switching the subject, not wanting to embarrass Caroline any further.

"I'm aware, and I adore you for it." she smiled, removing her hands from her face.

Bonnie looked over at the pot hanging over the hearth, and stepped over, using a rag to place over the lid before lifting it and checking on the food.

"Should be done soon…" she mumbled and moved over, sitting back down in a chair, stretching her arms above her head.

She yawned and then placed her arms on the table, resting her chin in her palm.

"Today is my father's birth celebration you know." Bonnie mentioned, and Caroline moved to sit beside her.

"Do you care?" she asked with a chuckle.

"Not particularly. Sure, I left home at thirteen and told him to shove it, but I still love him." Bonnie smirked, closing her eyes.

Caroline laughed, "Of course…"

"I do feel bad, however. You didn't chose to be rid of your parents." she said, referring to Caroline's loss of her parents due to the black plague.

"You didn't chose to lose your mother, either." Caroline reminded her.

"This is true. In a cruel sense, I killed her." Bonnie shook her head and opened her eyes, staring at the table.

Her friend put a hand on her shoulder, "Don't say that. You were babe, she made sure you were in this world before leaving."

Bonnie looked over at Caroline and sighed, "I suppose you're right."

After a moment, she looked across the room, and over at the plates sitting along the counter near the wash basin.

Turning her left hand palm side up, she outstretched her fingers a bit.

"Levate." Bonnie said and the plates, as well as forks lifted from the counter, floated across the room quickly and landed on the table in perfect order in front of both girls with a small clink.

"Show off." Caroline teased her, and she smiled.

"If you have it, vaunt it." she replied, looking to the left and watching as the sun finished setting Leaving the room in orange glow from the heartfire.

With one glance at the half melted candle on the table, the wick lit and brightened the area a tad.

"Do you suppose Charles is actually interested in me romantically?" Caroline asked her.

Bonnie stood from the chair and stepped over to the pot, and lifting the lid off it, turning the food inside over once, listening to it sizzle, steam rushed outwards.

"I guess. Although, I thought you just wanted to get into bed with him." she chuckled, and replaced the lid before standing up straight and placing her hands behind her hand.

Caroline blushed and fiddled with a wavy lock of her hair.

"Honestly, I do. That's what I'm worried about, him being smitten with me."

Bonnie smiled, "From what I've heard, Charles is no stranger to carnal knowledge, I'm sure he won't be too damaged from a romantic rejection." she chuckled and tapped her foot, impatient for supper.

Caroline nodded and sighed, watching the flames flicker in the hearth.

Once the food was done, they sat at the table, eating and Bonnie was counting how many gold they'd have left for food if they bought the ingredients she needed to make more elixir.

"I think we could do by on eight gold." she said slowly, placing a bite of chicken in her mouth.

"One loaf of bread, a head of cabbage, milk and salt." Caroline nodded, "That's five gold."

Bonnie pursed her lips, "That leaves us with three gold for taxes."

"Better than no gold for taxes." her friend shrugged and reached over, taking a drink from a goblet of milk.

There was a sudden bang on the door and Bonnie got up from her seat, rushing over and opening it.

"Bloody hell." a young girl Bonnie knew as Klarie stumbled in, blood drinking from the hand she had coddeled in a rag.

"Klarie, what happened?" Bonnie asked with a sigh and closed the door behind her.

Caroline stood up quickly and they walked the girl over to the small bed in the corner of the room.

Klarie, who was barely thirteen years old, sat down and Bonnie unwrapped her hand. There was a 5 inch slice from her middle knuckle to past her wrist that was at least half an inch deep in some parts.

"Ass faced monger at the Blue Barb got mouthy with me." she explained and Caroline shook her head.

"Care, valerian, rag, needle and hemp." Bonnie said and the blond moved over to the other side of the room, grabbing several things from a drawer.

Caroline set the things down on the bed and Bonnie moved to sit beside Klarie.

She opened the bottle of water mixed with valerian root, and poured some on the clean rag until it was damp before patting it over the wound in an attempt to keep it from infection.

Klarie grimaced and looked away.

"You shouldn't get into fights." Bonnie chuckled and set the rag down.

Grabbing the curved needle, she fastened a thin twine of hemp to it and slowly slid the needle into one side of the wound.

"Hell…" Klarie grumbled and Caroline moved over to hold her wrist still.

Bonnie continued suturing the wound until she got to the other end, and then tied it off three times.

"If this gets infected, come to me right away, not a week after or you'll lose your hand." she told her.

Klarie nodded and stood up from the bed. The thin girl was wearing brown breeches, and a thin cream colored long sleeve shirt that her chest was easily visible in, rather than a dress, with a corset.

Her hair wasn't long, but ear length and dark red. Bonnie and Caroline had only known her for a few months, but the girl was known to get into trouble, and wasn't liked very well due to her refusal to dress how others thought females should. She was however, taller than Bonnie at a steady five foot nine. Bonnie was barely five foot one.

"Here." Klarie said, reaching into her satchel along the side of her breeches and pulled out a hand full of coins.

Bonnie took the gold into her hand and counted them. Six.

"Where did you even get coin?" she asked with a disapproving look.

"I know what you're thinking, but I didn't steal this time. I got a job at the fish hatchery." Klarie explained with a small smile.

Caroline chuckled, "That's good then."

"I'll see you next time I'm ill or injured." the girl half teased and made her way across the room and out of the front door, closing it behind her.

"I hope we don't see her for a long time." Bonnie shook her head and picked up the supplies, carrying them back to the drawer. She cleaned off the needle, and tossed the tag in a wash basin, setting the valerian water back in the drawer and closing it.

Bonnie moved over to the small basin full of water for their hands and washed her hands with a hard soap she'd made, before drying them.

"I'm going to sleep." she said after a second and Caroline nodded at her from the place at the table she'd taken again.

"Goodnight." they said to each other.

Their small home consisted of one main room, that served as the dining/sitting and kitchen room, which they were in; and then two small bedrooms, with single person beds, night tables, a wall shelve for books.

Bonnie walked into her room, closing the door behind her and stepped over to the window, pushing the thin linen curtains to the wide so the moonlight shone in.

She pulled the ribbon out of her curly hair, and what wasn't on her shoulder, fell downwards along the sides of her face. Reaching behind her, she undid the ties on the back of her dress, pulled her arms from the sleeves and it fell to the floor. Next she took her thin cheap underbust corset off, and underskirt off. Bonnie changed into her white nightgown that only reached her knees. She set her clothing on top of her chest against one of the walls and climbed into bed, pulling the blanket over top of her.

Bonnie stared at the ceiling, wondering if she actually liked Rowland. Sure, he was attractive and she wouldn't mind sharing the bed with him once or twice but over all. Was Rowland someone she wanted to be in a relationship with?

Shaking her head, she remembered the next day, was just a simple meeting. They'd drink, eat, talk. No need to get ahead of herself. She'd avoided being courted for years, it wasn't that difficult. Most men are happy with being your bedmate, without having to be permanently tied to you.

In fact, more men than not, were married and had a mistress. The amount of people who grew bored of their marriages within the first month, was staggering.

Bonnie chuckled.

If she ever got married, it wouldn't be to a man who had a mistress, or ever would. She was not the kind to fall hard, but was positive that when she did, she wasn't going to be sharing.

* * *

><p>The next day, around the evening, with the sun low in the sky, Bonnie and Caroline were making their way down the street, carrying a basket with mead, apples and bread in it.<p>

Bonnie was wearing her only date worthy dress. It was a little more full at the skirt, even without a crinoline, which neither of them would afford. Hoopskirts were a middle to upper class commodity. The skirt was a dull but pretty blue, with white detailing along the hem. While the boddest was a slightly darker, greyish blue, squaring off at the bust, with wrist length sleeves.

Caroline was wearing a similar style gown, expect it was red, with white lace along the cuffs.

"My hair looks alright, doesn't it?" Bonnie asked.

Her hair was dark, natural curly, setting around in head in slightly frizzy ringlets. She hadn't washed her hair in quite a while, since you only had as much water as you could carry from the well, or the river in buckets. It was pulled back at the sides with pins.

"It looks fine." Caroline chuckled, her hair was in a complete updo, her long slender neck was like a porcelain dolls.

"Good morrow, Ladies." Charles said as the girls made it to the small clearing near the woods, where a path led up to a larger clearing. He was leaning against a tree.

"Good morrow." Bonnie smiled, "Where's Rowland?"

Charles stepped over near Caroline, "He's with the picnic, wouldn't want to have our things stolen would we?" he asked with a chuckle.

Charles was tall, lanky, but built fine. He had light blonde hair that was near shoulder length, tucked behind his ears, and hazel eyes. He was eight years Caroline's senior.

Most of all, he was kind, and very gentlemanly. However, Caroline was eying him like a piece of meat.

"May I take your basket?" he asked Bonnie who smiled.

"Yes, thank you." she handed him the basket and the three of them stepped into the forest, walking down the path.

As they walked Bonnie lifted her hem up a bit, to avoid brushing it in the dirt.

"You look very beautiful, Caroline." Charles smiled at her, looking to the side.

Caroline smiled back, "Thank you."

Once they made it to the larger clearing, Rowland was sitting on the large blanket spread out along the grass. There were goblets, and another basket the men had brought with them.

"Bonnie!" Rowland smile up at her, and she chuckled, stepping over onto the blanket and sitting down.

"Hello, Rowland." she said slowly as Caroline and Charles sat down in front of them.

Rowland looked at Bonnie, with a slight guilty look on his face, obviously from the last time they had met.

"How do you fare?" he asked her as she reached over, grabbing the mead from her basket and poured some into a goblet.

"Well, and you?" she replied, taking a drink and passing the bottle over to Caroline who poured herself some, then handed it to Charles.

Rowland took the bottle once it was finally passed to him, and poured some in his goblet.

"I am, well, as well." he chuckled nervously.

Rowland was just two years Bonnie's senior, average height, with light brown hair that was combed neatly, just barely ear length. He had a small amount of stubble as well.

"Better than the last time we met?" she asked, pulling a apple from the basket and biting into it.

"About that…" he mumbled, "I apologize." he started, but she cut him off with a laugh.

"Don't. That was a few weeks ago, I know you didn't mean it in distaste." Bonnie assured him after swallowing the food in her mouth

Rowland smiled and scooted a bit closer to her.

The four of them spent a good hour, or so, conversating, eating, drinking and laughing. Caroline was practically throwing hints at Charles more so than a fisherman baiting his hook.

The sun was just about set, to the clearing was dim. Rowland grabbed several torches from underneath one side of the blanket and stood, staking them into the ground.

He pulled a straight piece of steel, and a flint. He struck the steel along the sharp edge of the flint until sparks ignited a glow, and he blew at it to a fire along the top of one of the torches. He then used that torch to light the other three, stuck it back in the ground and sat down on the blanket beside Bonnie.

She couldn't help but think to herself about how much easier lighting fire was when you could do it with a snap of your fingers.

"Charles, I bet you can't catch me." Caroline teased, the man smirked.

"Oh? Really?" he asked, and she grinned, standing up from the ground.

Caroline grabbed her skirt, "Really!" she said quickly before running away from the group and across the clearing.

Charles hopped up and started to chase her. They laughed, and he grabbed her up into his arms.

Caroline wiggled away from him, and ran off, into the woods, with him following behind her.

Bonnie smiled and looked over at Rowland.

"Tonight has been fun." she commented, and the man smiled back at her.

"It has." he agreed and Bonnie's eyes flickered over to the woods, where very muffled giggles and shuffling was heard.

"I don't think they'll be back for a bit." Bonnie chuckled, and placed her hands in her laps.

Rowland tilted his head to the side, "Is that such a bad thing?" he asked, and she bit at her bottom lip.

Without a single thought, Bonnie moved over put her hands on his shoulder and moved up to straddle his lap. Rowland blinked, a little taken aback, but Bonnie had never been blunt when it came to what she wanted.

Rowland was a one time thing, this was for sure. So, she had no problem getting right to what was going to happen. When you're lifespan is forty at the most, you tend to live a little more friverasy. On the bright side, Rowland was a nice man, but one with baser urges none the less.

"Well, hello." he smiled and she smiled back, leaning back and pressing her lips against his. His hands moved to her waist.

Rowland kissed her back deeply, breathing constantly as though he couldn't spare any breath even to kiss her. This was a bit annoying, but Bonnie ignored it, enjoying the feel of his slightly rough hands along her waist and they moved down further, cupping her ass over top her petticoat.

Bonnie exhaled, breaking their kiss and butterflying her lips along his chin, and his jawline, moaning softly when his hands squeezed at her bottom.

Muffled moans came from the forest, and in all honestly, this only further aroused both of them.

Bonnie ran her hands along his chest and untied the strings along the front, revealing part of his chest through the V shape.

Rowland moved his fingers to the back of her dress, pulling the strings free and ran his fingers in between the space there, along the back of her corset.

She responded by hiking her skirt up further and grinding against his lap, capturing his lips in hers again, this time so hard that he forced not to breath for several seconds at a time.

Rowlands erection pressed up against her thighs and she breathed into his mouth, then broke the kiss and helped him pull the top half of her dress off, revealing her bare breasts supported by her underbust corset.

His eyes flickered along them for a moment before he leaned forward laying her on her back.

Bonnie giggled and he hovered above her, moving his head downwards and running his tongue along one of her nipples. She leaned her head backwards, closing her eyes, and biting at her lip.

"Uhmm, I missed this." she breathed, her hips swaying a little at the heat between her legs.

"Been a while for you, has it?" Rowland asked with a chuckle, before swirling his tongue along her breast slowly.

Bonnie moaned a tad and reached a hand upwards to grab some of his hair, which made him grind his hips against her.

As Rowland kisses in between her breasts, he used the other hand to reach down, underneath her skirt and pressed his hands between her legs against her cotton thigh length bloomers.

Just as Bonnie was about to moan softly again, her eyes filled with a light and she was overcome with a vision.

_"You will not defeat me!" a man yelled and Bonnie searched frantically in the vision, trying to figure out what was going on._

_But, it was as though it wasn't happening, but was to happen._

_In the sky, lanterns floated, the moon shoe down and it was a peaceful scene, despite the blood on the ground, and tension in the air._

_Her eyes flickered over, although blurry and she could see him._

_His hair was pitch black, and his sea blue eyes were bright, brighter than anything Bonnie had ever seen. But they were frightened, his face was splattered with blood and despite what he had said, he was near death._

_"No!" Bonnie yelled, even though she knew that it wouldn't help anything._

_She wasn't sure why, but as she looked out upon the battle, watched the dark haired man through blurry vision, she felt a great amount of angst, and pain._

_As a greatsword was brought forward, the man's head was dispatched from his body._

_"You are no King." the voice at the other end of that sword said, but before Bonnie could look at them, her eyes opened to reality._

Bonnie gasped, looking above her at the sky, and Rowland was above her, looking into her face, with a worried look on his.

"Are you alright?" he asked her, and she swallowed, breathing heavily.

Rowland moved off from top of her and she sat up slowly, putting a hand on her head.

"Yeah." she lied, "I just don't think I want to go any further." she said, inhaling again and grabbing her bodice, sliding it back on from the front.

"Oh, alright." he replied, looking disappointed, but he didn't argue.

"You want some help?" Rowland asked, and she nodded, turning around a little, and he helped her tie her bodice up in the back and brushed her hair behind her shoulder.

"You sure you're alright?" the man asked, and Bonnie turned to face him again.

"I think I just drank too much." Bonnie said slowly, but she knew the truth.

Someone was going to die, and she was the only one who knew it. But who was going to be killed? And more importantly, why was it relevant to her?

"I hope Caroline gets back soon." she mumbled, looking out at the woods.


	2. Chapter 2

**2**

Bonnie and Caroline rushed along the dim street, holding one of the guys torches they had so kindly lent to them. Caroline was carrying the basket and trying desperately to keep up with her best friend.

"I cry your mercy! What is going on?" she huffed, their petticoats ruffling as they walked.

Bonnie shot her a look, one she was familiar with. It was a face that said, 'It's witch related, I can't tell you now.'

"Alright, alright." Caroline said quietly and used her free hand to lift her skirt, so she could move faster.

They finally made it to the house, Bonnie held the door open for her and then stepped in herself, locking it behind her.

"I'm sorry for pulling you away from Charles." Bonnie apologized, putting the fire on the torch out and setting it down.

Caroline set the basket down and pulled her hair out of the updo, then sat down at the table, putting her chin in her hand.

"You're good, I was getting a little tired anyway." she chuckled, and brushed her hair behind her ears.

Bonnie nodded, putting her hands in front of her and pacing, trying to figure out what exactly the vision was. It was still burned into her memory.

"Are you going to explain to me what's happening?" Caroline asked, eying her.

"Rowland and I were..embracing each other, when I had a vision." she explained, leaning her right hip against the counter.

Caroline blinked and her lips turned up at the edges, "So, you two were getting somewhere!"

Bonnie inhaled, "Indeed, but Care, that is not the important part of that sentence." she folded her arms over her chest.

The girl nodded, "Of course, of course… What was the vision?" she asked.

"It was strange." she started, furrowing her brow, "A man, with night black hair, blue eyes, he was in battle with someone else. I didn't see them, but they called him 'King' before killing him."

Bonnie sighed and stepped over, sitting down in a chair beside Caroline.

"Oh, goodness." Caroline pursed her lips, "What do you think it means?"

"Obviously, it means someone is going to get killed, and it has something to do with me. I was meant to see it." she tapped her fingers on the table nervously.

Caroline frowned, "Do you know when it happens?" she asked,

"I'm unsure. The surroundings were quite obviously Autumn, so it couldn't be too long from now. There were lanterns in the sky." Bonnie explained, rubbing a hand over her face.

Her friend gasped, "Vizan!"

"What?" she blinked, her thoughts a little cloudy.

Caroline rolled her eyes, "Vizan! The Vizan Celebrations! They start in a little over four weeks!"

Bonnie looked over at her friend, with her wide green eyed.

"Of course, Vizan!" she nodded, "That must be it."

Vizan was a holiday celebrated just before the first crescent moon of Autumn, lasting thirteen days.

"But, the celebrations last thirteen days, I can't possibly know which day of those, this King is supposed to be killed." Bonnie sighed.

"You said he has dark hair, blue eyes?" Caroline asked.

"Yes, he was gorgeous. Granted he was also covered in blood." she nodded, her forehead creasing.

Caroline smiled, "King Damon. It must be him."

"Wait a moment, our King?" Bonnie asked, raising an eyebrow, "I'm sure there are dozens of dark haired, blue eyed Kings."

"Sure, but why would you have a vision about them? It makes complete sense for you to have a vision of King Damon's death." she insisted.

Bonnie narrowed her eyes, "Really, perfect sense?"

"Well, not perfect sense, but you must admit, it's not that far fetched." she mumbled.

Bonnie sighed, shaking her head, "What do you suppose I do? I can't in good will let our King die when I know of his demise."

Caroline smiled, "So you tell him!"

"Oh, indeed. Walking uninvited into the castle, and telling King Damon that he will die during the Vizan celebrations is a wonderful idea!" she replied sarcastically and glared at her friend.

"No, that isn't what I meant." she insisted, and stood up from the table, walking across the room and pulling something from the drawer, closing it and stepping back over.

Caroline set the crinkled dark creme colored paper along the table.

"The King, Damon of Etrana, requests a physician, to aid the King and his Court." Bonnie read slowly.

"You can be the Kings medic! That way, you won't need invite, and would be able to go 'round the castle, see the King without clearance." she smiled, and Bonnie furrowed her brow, standing from the table.

"I can't just show up, I'm sure there are dozens of other alchemists, medics, attempting to be the royal physician." she insisted.

Caroline grinned and shook her head excitedly.

"See, that is the thing. There isn't!" she squealed, "No one wants to be the King's physician."

"Why exactly?" Bonnie asked.

"Well.." she started, "If they accidentally kill the King, or cannot cure an illness, they'd be beheaded. No one's willing to take those chances." Caroline said slowly.

Bonnie laughed, "Oh, but apparently you are willing to possibly get me beheaded?"

"Of course not! You're different, Bonnie. There's no way you can fail, you have magic." she smiled.

"Just one little problem." Bonnie stepped closer, "King Damon, despises necromancers."

Caroline sighed, "But, perhaps, you might be able to convince him otherwise." she suggested.

Bonnie furrowed her brow, turning away from her and crossed her arms.

She had never left the village since she arrived years before. They all cursed her name, yet needed her at the same time. Magic wasn't just something people were afraid of, it was something the ruler of their land openly spoke against.

How was she supposed to tell him of her vision of his death, as well as convince him magic should not be fear so deeply. Of course Bonnie was powerful, but she had never wanted to use her magic for anything other than helping the townspeople.

"What if he is not otherwise convinced?" Bonnie asked, staring at the wall across from her.

"Well, I suppose you'd have to, convince him to let you live then." Caroline replied quietly, then moved around her friend so she could face her.

"I know it's a dangerous thought, but it could be a turning point. Besides, if you don't try, the King will die." she reminded Bonnie.

Bonnie furrowed her brow more intensely, "Is that such a bad thing? Damon has only been King for a year. All we've heard of him is he's very judgemental, narcissistic, enjoys many women's company and has not made a single move towards bettering Etrana."

"I never said he was a good King, nevertheless he is our King." Caroline said slowly.

Bonnie inhaled, "Alright, I will do this." she agreed, watching Caroline smiled.

"You do not have to be alone, once you get there, you can ask King Damon for permission for me to join you as your assistant." Caroline suggested, and Bonnie nodded.

"This is true. They should have all of the things I need there already, from the previous medic, I will bring some things though. You can bring more when you come." she said, and her heart beating harder in her chest.

Suddenly something hit her, "Wait, how am I going to get to the Castle?" she inquired, "It's two days travel on horse, and we don't even have a horse."

Caroline pursed her lips, "Oh! The King sent his steward to search for a medic, and bring them back. Thats where I got the paper. He's only here for another day."

Bonnie bit at her lip, "He should have came to me, although, I suppose after asking around, no one would have pointed towards the assumed witch." she rolled her eyes.

"Which is why you're going to pack some of your things, and in the morning, go to the Calva Inn, find the steward and he'll take you to the castle." Caroline smiled.

"You seem sure of yourself." she said slowly.

"Like I said, no one else is willing. He'll hop on your offer like a rabbit. There's no way he's going to go back to court without a physician. It's either you, or a fill in who has no idea how to suture correctly, or mix the right herbs to cure scarlet fever." Caroline tilted her head to the side.

Bonnie sighed, "Alright, you're right. I will pack, and get to sleep, then leave for the Inn early in the morning, that way I don't have to deal with the masses."

Caroline grinned and tossed her arms around her, squeezing her.

Bonnie smiled a tad, hugging her back tightly before breaking apart.

"I'll make you tea in the morning, goodnight." she said, patting Bonnie's shoulder.

"Goodnight." Bonnie replied, and walked off into her room.

* * *

><p>The next morning, as the sun was barely rising, Bonnie was checking her bag. She had changed out of her good dress, and packed it with her pajamas. She was wearing her usual brown and creme colored dress, that was nearly straight all the way down, worn around the hem.<p>

Bonnie fingered through her things, her dress, pajamas, pillowbere(case) that she adored and couldn't sleep without, her second pair of shoes, bags of herbs, some bread, corked bottle of boiled water, amongst other things.

"Caroline." she said slowly, stepping out into the room with her bag.

"Over here." Caroline replied, as she poured tea from a kettle into a mug.

Bonnie smiled and set her bag on the table, sitting down.

"Lemon, and mint leaves." she said as she set the mug down and Bonnie picked it up watching the liquid steam.

"I'm nervous." Bonnie admitted, and Caroline sat beside her.

"Everything will be fine. I've packed some things in your satchel, I've shook your cloak out." she said and brushed Bonnie's gnarled hair behind her shoulder.

Bonnie sipped at the tea, "Do I look good enough to see the King?" she asked, worried.

"I haven't bathed in a bit." she sighed.

Caroline shook her head, "You look fine, besides I'm sure they won't expect you to look as though you are royal. However, I also bet you'll be able to bathe there, and maybe get new clothes." she smiled.

"You're too positive, Caroline." Bonnie accused, and her friend shrugged.

Bonnie finished her drink, and stood from the table.

"You should get going." Caroline said, and helped Bonnie put on her cloak.

Bonnie lifted the hood over her head and fastened her satchel around her waist, grabbing her bag.

"I'll see you soon, hopefully." she said quietly, kissing her friend's cheek.

"You will." she assured her, and Bonnie made her way out of the front door.

Bonnie walked down the street, ignoring the several looks from the average street roamer, alcoholic, and early morning risers.

"Good morrow!" some called her way and she nodded slowly back at them.

"How fare, beautiful?" the man asked, and she ignored them, going on her way.

"Pardon, I asked, how fare, beautiful?"

Bonnie sighed, "I'm not interested in conversation." she said, not looking there way, and thankfully he didn't proceed.

As the sun was rising further, leaving a warm glow along the ground, she finally made it to the Inn, pushing the door open and stepping inside.

"Good morrow! Might you be seeking a room, food, drink, entertainment?" the keeper of the Inn Lyla, asked from the counter across the room.

"Good morrow, but nay, I am looking for someone." Bonnie told her, and walked over to the counter.

Lyla smiled, "Who might that be?" she asked.

"The King's steward, I heard he's staying here looking for a medic." she explained, and Lyla's eyes widened when she realized who Bonnie was.

"O-oh, of course, I'll get him right away." Lyla swallowed and hurried away from the counter and into one of the rooms.

Bonnie shook her head, "I'm not an assassin." she mumbled, and leaned against the counter.

If all was well, the steward wouldn't know of the rumor surrounding the towns distaste for her. Not that it wasn't true, they just didn't understand. Being a witch, is not a curse, it's not a problem, it's not the devil's work. If anything, magic should have been looked up upon. Being able to heal someone, help people, all with the powers that you harness from nature, the earth, it should have been loved, not feared. But, people fear what they don't understand, possibly what they are envious of.

There was a tap on Bonnie's shoulder and she turned around to face the man who was only an inch or so taller than her, with large, brown eyes.

"I was told you are a medic?" he asked, and she nodded, her lips pulling up at the corners as she remembered she needed to seem friendly. In a town where people were not a fan of you, this was difficult.

"Yes, I am one of the villages alchemists and physician.I know you are the King's Steward, looking for a physician for Royal Court." Bonnie replied.

The steward nodded, looking mildly relieved, "I am Jonah, and you've no idea how relieved I am to have found someone who is interested, I've been to over ten villages."

Bonnie's eyes widened, "Oh, ten villages? Well, Sir Jonah, I'm Bonnie, and I am certainly interested."

"Mistress Bonnie, I thank you. However, I must ask, have you much experience?" Jonah asked her.

"I've several years of experience. I've helped more people than any other medic in this village, as well as the next village over." she assured him.

He smiled, "This is fantastic, do you have anything against leaving this morning?"

Bonnie shook her head, "Not at all, the sooner we leave the better."

* * *

><p>The two day carriage ride was not the most pleasant to say the least, sleeping, as well as chatting awkwardly were about the two only choices she had.<p>

It was difficult to sleep, but she'd managed to get more sleep than she usually did. Thankfully, Jonah knew nought of her necromancing rumors.

Bonnie sighed as the carriage finally stopped at their destination, it was late afternoon, the sun pouring down on the earth.

"We're here." Jonah smiled and let her get out of the carriage first, holding her bags.

Bonnie pushed her hood down, feeling the sunshine on her face, it was so much warmer than the village, and the air smelled cleaner, like grass, flowers.

"It's so beautiful out here." she smiled, eyeing the land that went on for miles and miles of open field, trees scattered about until it pushed off into the forest.

"The castle is even more glorious." Jonah told her and she turned to face the humongous castle, that towered upwards, stretched out at the left and right.

Bonnie swallowed, "Oh, my." she whispered.

"I'll take you to your chambers, where you can set up and then you'll need to meet the King." Jonah explained and she nodded, following him up the stairs of the castle.

The castle doors were opened by two guards, and as they stepped in her eyes widened further. The floor of the entryway and hallways were a sapphire blue, made of marble. The walls a deep gray stone.

"You were right." Bonnie said slowly as they continued down the main corridor for quite some time, before turning right, and then left, then right again. She was getting a little heavy footed.

"Here you are." Jonah said, motioning to the door and she opened it, stepping in.

Her room was small, most of it consisted of shelves, covered in bottles, jars, instruments.

There was a small cot on one side for the ill, an operating table that was simply just a table with parchment over it, a small table and chair for her to eat at, and a twin bed.

"Thank you." Bonnie nodded at him, setting her bag down near the bed.

"Someone will be here to take you to the throne room soon." Jonah told her before leaving the room, closing the door behind her.

Bonnie pursed her lips, taking off her cloak and setting it on the bed.

Her bathtub on one side of the room, was small, less than she had hoped for, not much different than the one she had at home.

"Well, even miles away from home, it's not all that different." she shook her head, thinking they could at least spare a gold or two for the physician's chambers.

Bonnie ran her fingers along one of the shelves of elixirs, and it looked as though the previous medic, had been rather talented in alchemy, so this was reassuring.

There was a knock at her door, then it was opened.

"Mistress Bonnie, I'm here to take you to the throne room." a girl who looked younger than Bonnie, perhaps 15 years old said from the door frame.

"Of course." she replied and followed the girl down the corridors again.

As the throne room doors opened, Bonnie blinked, looking around. The room was huge, scattered with people. Some were sitting at tables, playing rounds of chess and some were chatting. She eyed the people, some were obviously servants, guards, while others were dressed in more high class attire.

As she walked up the center of the room, following the girl, her eyes finally flickered in front of her, and that's when she finally saw _him_.

King Damon was sitting on the throne, not looking towards her but to the side, looking rather bored of his position. His hair was coal black, and placed around/on his head was a golden crown, with small red jewels every two inches around. His sitting was slightly crooked, his ankles crossed, arms placed on the arm rests.

Bonnie stopped about 6 feet from his throne that was sitting on a one foot platform.

"King Damon, the new physician has been chosen and is here to greet you." Jonah said from beside Damon, the girl having stepped away.

As the Kings sea blue eyes met Bonnie's, she knew for sure, it was King Damon she had seen in the vision. Inhaling, she sunk to her knees and knelt before him.

"Your majesty." Bonnie said, tilting her head downwards.

It was silent for far too long as she knelt and she opened her eyes staring at the floor, waiting for the King to say something.

"You are the new physician?" Damon asked, and she looked upwards before standing up from the floor.

"Yes, King Damon." she replied, her face flushing with nervousness.

Damon eyed the small, thin, wide hipped woman, his eyes scanned her light brown skin, her dark messy curly hair. She had not been what he expected when Jonah was sent to find a new medic.

"Your name?" he asked her.

"Bonnie, Bonnie Blythe-Bennett." Bonnie said placing her hands in front of her.

The woman was a little dirty, obviously hadn't been eating well, her clothing was the usual for the lower class. Yet, Damon couldn't deny he was intrigued, she was beautiful, or at least he assumed she was through the dust on her face and her gown which was a little big on her.

"Very well, Mistress." King Damon said, "You may go about your duties." she said motioning her and looked away.

Bonnie blinked, "Um, my King?" she asked, stepping a bit closer, and one of the guards put an arm up.

"At ease." Damon said to his guards and they put their arm down.

"I was wondering, if I could have permission for my assistant, Caroline to join me at court?" she asked, and the King pursed his lips.

"No.." was his only response and she furrowed her brow.

"But, King D-" Bonnie started, but was interrupted.

"I'll think on it." the King sighed, "Now, make leave." he ordered her.

She nodded and turned starting out of the throne room, forehead creased.

"Someone get water for my bath." Bonnie heard Damon order and she stepped out of the throne room and headed back down the hallway.

Bonnie had a hard time finding her way back to her chambers, but eventually made it, and closed the door behind her.

Taking the pins she'd had in her hair for several days out, she set them on the table and ruffled her hair with her fingers.

She then spent some time getting the things she'd brought put away, her pillowbere on her pillow, and got her shelves and tables organized how she liked.

Bonnie had to admit, she did like this set up a lot more than her own. She would never be able to get some of the herbs this physician had, and the needles, they were sharper than the blade of a greatsword.

Meanwhile, Damon was making his way out of the throne room to get to his awaited hot bath he'd had the servants fill for him.

However, he was quickly approached by Jonah.

"My King, you're wanted for the evening meeting with Prince Stefan and the Knights." He informed him.

Damon sighed, "I was just about to retreat to my chambers for a bath."

Jonah furrowed his brow, "I apologize, but you've known of this meeting for a while."

"Very well." The King shook his head and turned around following Jonah back down the corridor

"What do you know about the new physician?" Damon asked Jonah as they walked.

Jonah looked to the side, "Not much, she's a simple poor medic in one of the villages."

Damon narrowed his eyes, knowing his steward was keeping something from him, he'd known him for 6 years now.

"If you're keeping something from me, Jonah, you'll regret it." he said in a low tone.

Jonah sighed, "In all honesty, the village is is from, there are rumors of her being a necromancer. They don't care for her very much."

The King stopped in his tracks, "Are you telling me you brought a possible witch here?" he asked, his hands forming into loose fists.

Jonah took a step back, "My King, they are rumors, there has been no proof. Haven't you always said that rumors prove nothing?" he asked.

Damon inhaled, "I suppose you're right, she seems well enough."

They continued down the hallway, but even as Damon reminded himself that this new medic, Bonnie, was most likely just a misunderstood alchemist, he couldn't help but wonder if rumors were something he should be paying attention too.

After all, the King was not exactly what he claimed to be...

Bonnie looked out her window, the sun had set and she was wondering when her work would begin. Which was humorous considering her work relied on people being ill.

She blinked, remembering that she had agreed to this whole thing so she could warn the King. But, of course she could not just go up to him and spill everything on her first day there. Bonnie had to figure a plan out, get him to trust her. However, this wasn't easy for her. She wasn't the best at communication when she was nervous, and when it could get her beheaded, or hanged.

As she looked through one of the drawers of the table she noticed a wooden box, with a note attached to it.

"King Damon's nightly elixir." she read, and opened the box to reveal a bottle of dark orangish red liquid.

There was a note in the box as well and she opened it reading it.

_As I know my days are soon over, this is a note_  
><em>to whomever takes my place. This elixir is for<em>  
><em>the King, he takes it nightly, should it run out,<em>  
><em>you can find the recipe in the potions book.<em>  
><em>It will be under 'King Damon's Elixir.'<em>

**_Zacharia, the Royal Physician._**

"Hmm." Bonnie mumbled, and held the bottle in her hand.

"I should probably take this too the King." she nodded and closed the drawer, before heading out of her room.

The hallway was lit by candles along the walls and she tried to remember the way to the throne room, but quickly realized he might be in his chambers by now.

"Is King Damon still in his meeting?" Bonnie heard someone say and as she was about to round the corner into a new corridor, she saw two female servants talking in the hallway.

"He is. His bath is surely cold by now." the other replied.

"Fantastic, we shall have to rewarm it when he's done" she sighed.

Bonnie emerged from the corner, holding the bottle and they jumped a little, startled.

"I didn't mean to frighten you." she said slowly, and they smiled.

"That's alright." one with red hair said.

Bonnie nodded, "I'm looking for the King's chambers, I'm the new medic." she told them.

"Oh, of course. At the end of this corridor, turn left, head up the stairs and his door is at the top of them."

"Thank you." she said with a chuckle and continued down the corridor.

As Bonnie turned into the new one, and took one step up the concrete stairs, she had an unconventional and surely terrible idea.

She wanted a bath, but her bathtub was small, but the King's surely was not, and he was sure to be in his meeting for a while longer.

_Oh, that is a terrible idea._

Bonnie thought, as she bit at her lip.

However, after a second, she looked behind her to see no one was following her, and then hurried up the stairs.
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The top of the stairs were empty, no guards surrounded the Kings door. Bonnie pushed the large door open, listening to it make a creek of a noise and slipped into the room as quickly as possible, praying no one would come to check on the sound.

Her eyes widened as she looked around the Kings chambers. The room was huge, nearly three times the size of her home. The floor was a clean, slate colored marble, blue and red fabrics placed along the walls and windows, letting little light shine in.

Bonnie used her magic to light several candles to aid her vision and walked over to the short dresser on the other side of the room, placing the Kings elixir there.

She turned around and looked at the thick blue curtain that was fastened to one wall all the way to the other, to act as a divider for the room. She stepped over and reached out, running her fingers along the fabric.  
><em><br>No, I shouldn't look around._

Bonnie thought to herself, though this was ironic, considering she had an alterer motive to use his bath… Taking a slow breath, she turned around and eyed the half of the room she was in. Her eyes flickered over to the large wooden bath that was in an oval shape with tall sides at least two feet high. With the legs of iron on the bottom holding the bath in the air over a shallow coal bed to warm the water, the rim of the bathtub stopped at her hip.

She stepped closer and saw there was a small stool for getting into the bath, made of silver and had a plush red cushion on the steps.

She realized that she should probably cease on wasting time, and bit at her lip. Bonnie took several seconds to decide if she wanted to do this, and then lifted a hand. She slowly heated the water, being careful not to over do the magic, since she didn't want her skin to melt off.

Once the water was steaming, but she could comfortably put her hand in the water, she looked behind her at the door.

"The King is busy, no one is going to come in." Bonnie told herself, her heart was beating a little hard with nervousness.

She slid her shoes and long socks off, before reaching behind her and undoing the ties in the back of her dress before taking it off, and sliding her underskirt off. Bonnie then took her thin corset off, dropping it to the floor, along with her panties. She climbed into the hot bath and instantly let out a long breath.

She sunk down into the bath, and quickly realized the water was actually too high for her small frame compared to King Damons, reaching just under her earlobes.

Bonnie chuckled and sat up as much as she could, the water lowering to a inch or so below her chin.

She leaned her head back and closed her eyes, feeling the water against her skin. It was soothing, and made her face and ears tingle.

After a moment, she leaned her head back up and opened her eyes.

"Levate." she said and the greenish bar of soap flew over into her hands. It smelled of juniper berries and several other herbs that she could see were mixed into the soap.

Bonnie lathered the soap in her hands and washed her body. She then held her breath and closed her eyes, submerging herself into the water to wet her hair. After a moment she pushed her head back up out of the water and took a breath.

She grabbed the soap again lathered it into her hair, detangling her hair with her fingers. She placed the soap back where it was and then went back under the water to rinse her hair.

Bonnie stayed under a little longer than she needed to, listening to the sloshing of the water. Unfortunately, she hadn't heard the door open.

She came up for air, inhaling and brushed the water out of her face. Her vision cleared and she turned her head to the left.

Her heart nearly imploded in her chest right that second. Standing five feet away from the bathtub, was King Damon.

The man had been in the middle of taking his boots off, the last one still in his hand.

"K-King…" Bonnie gasped, and the boot in his hand thudded to the floor.

"King Damon!" she said again and quickly her arms went to cover her chest even though she was blocked by the side of the bath.

The King just looked at her, with a facial expression that was both calm and vexed, in a very unsettling manner.

"Stand up." he told her, and Bonnie's heart beat faster in her chest.

"I apologize, King Damon, but I'd rather not." she said slowly, but the King squared his shoulders.

"Stand up." Damon ordered her.

Bonnie swallowed and placed her hand on the side of the tub, and slowly stood up.

Damon watched the woman stand, water dripping along her body, but he only looked for a second. He turned, stepping over and grabbed a large bundle of linen fabric and tossed it at her.

"Get out of the tub." he told her.

Bonnie quickly and shakily got out of the tub, wrapping the linen around her body and grasping at it along the front.

"I apologize." she breathed.

King Damon stepped closer, towering above her, her head stopping only at his broad shoulders.

"You are the new medic." he spoke, "I would not have expected something like this from you."

Bonnie took a step back, "I know, my King, I only needed a bath, and mine is not exactly the most appealing."

Damon eyed the woman, with her slight body underneath the thin fabric.

"I should call the guards for this, you know." he told her, taking another step forward, and watching Bonnie's large green eyes stare at him with anxiousness.

The King was disappointed in her, as he would be with anyone, but he hadn't known this woman very long. He did however notice, that as she stood soaking wet before him, his eyes were glued to her.

"I have gotten people tossed for much less." Damon said, and stepped even closer until finally, her back was pressed against the cool stone wall.

"I plead, King Damon, I meant no harm." Bonnie assured him, looking up at the dark haired man.

The King appeared much more wicked up close, with his blue eyes burning into her face, his chest half a foot away from her face.

"I'm sure you didn't, _passerotta_." he told her, "However, you did enter my chambers and use my bath without permission."

"It won't happen again, I promise you." she said, her breath growing shallower as her grew closer to her.

Damon lifted a hand and for a moment she was frightened, until his fingers were pressed against her cheek, and then slid down to her chin. He just looked in her eyes, as if he was trying to read into her.

His forehead creased for a second as if he was confused. He let of her chin and his fingers brushed against her cheek again before he pulled them away.

King Damon leaned down just a little, his mouth along the side of her head.

"Mistress Bonnie, why don't you go past the curtain, put your garments back on." he said lowly, his breath brushing against her ear.

"Yes, My Lord." Bonnie replied, and Damon took a step back, letting the woman slip away from him.

Bonnie shuffled over, grabbing her clothing into her arms as best as possible without the linen falling off her body. She walked across the room and over to the thick curtain dividing the room and found the part in the fabric, opening it with her fingers.

Damon stepped back and watched her disappear behind the curtain.

Bonnie's eyes looked around the room for a moment. The Kings bed was centermost. It was a massive canopy bed with a wooden frame, beams that went upwards in all four corners, pulled back curtains on the sides and foot of the bed, revealing the silk duvet and pillows.

Swallowing, she set her clothing down on the chest at the end of the bed and pulled the linen off of her body, patting her hair dry with it before letting it fall to the floor.

She grabbed her panties and pulled them on, sliding on her corset and tightening. She pulled her underskirt on, and then pulled her dress on. Bonnie was having a bit of trouble with the ties in the back.

"Would you like some assistance?" King Damon's voice came from behind her.

Bonnie gasped startled but didn't turn around.

"No, my King, I couldn't let you do such a thing below you." she said slowly and was about to turn around but suddenly felt the pressure of his fingers along her back.

"Be still." he told her, and felt her back arch a little at his touch.

Bonnie's face was growing warm.

Damon tightened and tied the back of her dress. Once he once done she slowly turned around to face him.

"How kind you are to help me." she thanked him, her face still a little flushed.

"Oh, do not prejudge me. I have many attributes." the King told her, his lips tugging up at the corners in a cocked smirk, "Good and bad."

Bonnie looked at the King, noticing he had removed his crown, as well as his overshirt, and was standing there barefooted, with his chest showing through the V in his flouncy undershirt.

"Uhm my, I should withdraw from your chambers." she said looking away from him and stepped to the side to walk through the curtain.

It was disapproved upon to see the king without his crown, much less without all his clothing, unless you were his wife, part of his court, or treating him of an ailment.

Suddenly Damon's hand moved out and touched her stomach, keeping her from moving any further.

"Are you forgetting something?" he asked, moving his hand away from her.

Bonnie turned around, "Oh." she blinked and took a small step back.

She gently grabbed the skirt of her dress and leaned downward, bending her knee's a bit.

"Goodnight, my lord. I've brought your elixir that I was told too, from the note left by the previous medic"

The King nodded and motioned her at ease.

"You may depart." he told her, and watched her turn around, and disappear past the curtains.

Bonnie hurried out of the room and down the stairs barefoot.

Damon walked back into the other half of the room, looking over and seeing the bottle of elixir sitting on the dresser. He stepped over and grabbed it, looking at it for a minute.

He'd been taking it for two years now. It was a part of his life, a part of his everyday ritual, but it was still the nastiest thing he'd ever tasted.

He took the lid off the vial and downed it, coughing before setting it back down.

Damon's vision went blurry for a moment, and his heart sped up in his chest, his skin warming several degrees. He inhaled sharply and felt his eyes rush with blood for a moment.

"Ah, hell." he exhaled as his vision cleared, and he took another breath, reaching out and moving the curtain away from the window.

King Damon look out the window at the long grassy field for a few seconds before turning around.

His eyes flickered over and he saw the medic Bonnie's socks and shoes on the floor near the bathtub.

When he had walked in, finding her in his bath, he had to admit his first instinct was to pull her out of there himself. However, he knew his temper got him in trouble far too often and doing something that might lead to injuring the woman, wasn't the best choice when she had only just arrived.

Damon was a little aggressive, but he was also violent when he lost control of it. This was something he did not want to be, but, this was what the elixir was for. Keeping him from getting too ill tempered, amongst suppressing other things.

There was a knock on his door.

"Come in." he said raking his fingers through his hair.

The door opened and in walked the dark honey haired brother of his.

"Brother." he said with a small smile.

"Stefan." Damon replied, folding his arms.

Stefan let the door close behind him.

"You look unnerved. Is something wrong?" he asked, looking at his dark haired sibling.

Damon pursed his lips,wondering if he should tell his brother about Bonnie.

"I just took my elixir, is all." he told half the truth.

"Oh, yes. You're still dependant on that?" Stefan questioned, moving over and leaning against the stone wall.

"If you're here to boast about your good behavior, I do not want to hear." he said with a sigh.

Stefan shook his head, "No, of course not. I am here to remind you of the ball in two nightfalls."

"I remember, the event for fathers birthday." Damon said slowly, "I still do not understand why we are having it."

"We know the truth of father, but to this Kingdom, this court, he was their King. You are their King now, and you will do good by celebrating father." his brother reminded him.

"Please, kindly refrain from remind me of my Kingship every chance you have." Damon gave him an annoyed look, "I will be at the ball, do not worry."

There was a knock on the door and before anyone could say anything it, it opened.

"Prince Stefan, your bath is ready." the woman wearing an apron said.

"Thank you." Stefan said and gave his brother a nod before heading out of the door passed the woman.

"I will send someone into reheat your bath, King Damon." she said, and closed the door.

Damon looked over at the bath, wondering why Bonnie would have even taken a bath in his room, sure the bath was large, but, the water would have been cold unless she reheated it. But the coals were cold.

He stepped over, putting his hand over the water and felt that it was still a little warm.

"Huh." he mumbled, and shook his head, looking back down at her shoes on the ground.

Meanwhile, Bonnie had made it back to her room and lit the candles around the room.

She was more than embarrassed about her run in with the King. What did he think of her now? She was supposed to be getting closer to him so she could convince him of her visions truth, not shuffle around his room, use his bath…

She sighed and found her comb, combing her still damp hair and getting ready for bed.

Bonnie only hoped that this wouldn't hinder his decision on whether or not Caroline could come to the castle.

Setting her comb down, she took her clothing off, and slipped on her nightgown, sliding into bed underneath the duvet.

With one thought the candles went out and the curtains over the window opened, letting in the moonlight.

* * *

><p>The next day, Damon was awoken and quickly guided into his clothing for the day, half asleep and nearly blinded by the sunlight pouring into the room.<p>

"With the rush, you'd think there was a fire." he grumbled as someone he could hardly see combed his hair and placed his crown upon his head.

"You have breakfast with Prince Stefan and your advisors, King Damon." she reminded him, and knelt down to die his boots for him.

"Yes, yes, I am aware Eveline." Damon replied, standing up once she was finished.

"Thank you." he said and stepped over, closing the curtains.

His handmaiden nodded and placed her hands behind her back.

"Might there be anything else you need, my King?" Eveline asked him.

Damon's eyes flickered over to the closed curtain dividing the room and back at her. He swallowed hard.

"There is, come here." he ordered and the woman, about twenty five, with long dark red hair and olive toned skin stepped over to him with a curious look on her face.

"Do not speak, or be afraid, this will not hurt." he told her, looking deeply into her eyes.

His veins were dry, aching.

"Anything for you." Eveline said in a little bit of a daze.

Damon felt his face slowly change, the veins underneath his eyes surfaced, snaking. He inhaled, his canine teeth extending into fangs and a low quiet rumble came from his chest.

He placed his hand on one side of the woman's neck and tilted her head over. He pushed the shoulder of her dress over a bit, and leaned down. His fangs buried into her flesh, and her blood pooled into his mouth, hot, thick.

Damon swallowed and pulled in another mouthful. He knew he needed to stop, but in went another mouthful. He moved away quickly, blinking rapidly, trying to quell his thirst.

He wiped at the few drops of blood on his lips and chin. He retracted his fangs, fixed Eveline's dress and looked back in her eyes.

"Forget what happened, go rest." he told her.

"Yes, my King." she replied and turned, disappearing and leaving the room.

Damon inhaled, and closed his eyes for a moment.

It would appear that the King was much more than anyone knew. Much more than anyone would understand.

He exhaled and opened his eyes, feeling more energetic, his skin was flushed a more lively color, and his heartbeat was steadied.

After a moment, Damon walked into the other side of the room, looking at Bonnie's things and grabbing them.

Once he was down the hall, he was approached by another servant.

"You are wanted in the dining hall." the man told him.

"I will be there shortly." the King replied and he nodded, walking away.

Damon walked along the halls until he made it to the medics room, and knocked thrice on the door.

The door opened, and Bonnie was standing there in the same dress as the night before, her hair was dyed, curly around her head, and pinned at the sides.

"My Lord, is everything alright?" she asked, but then her eyes flickered down to her shoes and socks she'd realized she left in his chambers.

Damon stood with straight shoulders and held the socks and shoes out to her.

"You didn't need to bring them yourself, you could have had someone else." Bonnie said, embarrassed.

"That would not have been a good idea." he said slowly, and she raised her eyebrows curiously.

"Someone might assume the reasons you were in my bedchamber." the King told her, and watched her face flush, this made his lips turn up at the edges.

Bonnie nodded, "Of course, thank you."

"Join the court for breakfast in the dining hall." Damon said, and she shook her head.

"No, I couldn't extrude on the court's breakfast." she insisted.

"I wasn't asking." he replied, his eyes a little dark.

"I will join then." she said softly.

The King frightened her a bit, despite the fact she was sure she could take him out easily. This she realized was one of the reasons magic was feared so widely.

Damon stepped back and turned around, making his way down the hall.

Bonnie closed the door and inhaled slowly.

"Great, I wanted to get noticed by the King, it appears I have." she whispered, "Unfortunately, he's the pushiest man in the Kingdom"

She chuckled a little.

Of course, Damon was pushy, he is the King after all. He can be whoever he likes, command whoever he so wishes. However, Bonnie wanted to be on his good side, she wanted to be able to tell him the truth. Yet, she was unsure of his stance on magic completely. From what she knew, he hated it, and he was judgemental.

All she knew about him so far, was that he was very aware of his charms and used them intentionally. The remarks towards Bonnie could not have been innocent, and she wondered if his reputation in the castle was more than talk after all.

Bonnie finished making her hot tea and took only a couple drinks, since she was now needed in the dining hall. She did not have anything nearly nice enough to be wearing for breakfast with the court.

She sighed and decided she didn't have enough time to change, and headed out of the room.

Down the corridors, she found the dining hall and the doors were opened for her by the two guards there.

Voices flowed around the room and her eyes shifted over to the long table of men and women in clean, lavish clothing.

"Excuse me, I'm not sure you're sup-" one of the servers started at Bonnie.

"At ease, I invited Mistress Bonnie." King Damon spoke.

Everyone grew quiet and their eyes went directly to her as she walked over.

"Bold choice, King Damon." a voice said and Bonnie continued making her way to the table.

"Bonnie is the new medic." Stefan explain, and Bonnie's eyes flickered over to him.

"I am Prince Stefan, Damons brother." he explained.

"Oh, my pleasure, Prince Stefan." Bonnie said to him, and looked for a place to sit.

"Calia, why don't you move to the end, so Bonnie can sit beside me." Stefan said to the woman beside him.

She made a displeased face and didn't move.

"Bonnie can sit at the end, asking Lady Calia to move is impolite." a man replied from his seat across from the King and Prince.

Bonnie tried to ignore the obvious classism going on as she walked slowly over to the empty seat at the end of the table.

"Bring Bonnie a plate and food." Damon told the server who nodded and quickly left into the adjoining room.

Bonnie sat down, scooting the chair closer to the table, and everyone made a face at the sound the chair made against the floor. Her face flushed and she tried to avoid eye contact with everyone.

"Lady Amelia, that's a beautiful necklace you have on." someone said as Bonnie tried to focus on looking at the table.

"Why, thank you." the woman replied.

While more people continued to converse, Bonnie looked up and her eyes met King Damons. She looked away quickly, and her food was placed in front of her after a few moments.

She slowly ate, and felt out of place. It wasn't all that bad, even as Damon spoke with others, and she felt she had nothing to bring to any conversation. At least she was eating good food, and had a relatively nice bath the night before.

Apparently, they had been talking about a ball happening the next night, but she was a bit too zoned out to pay attention. That is until she was brought into the conversation, in a rather rude manner.

"I would invite your new medic, but I'm not so sure she'd have anything appropriate to wear."

This what had been said, by whom she was unsure, but she looked up and saw several pairs of eyes on her, and chuckles.

"Oh, I don't really but-" Bonnie started, not yet realizing they were making fun of her.

"See, she doesn't!" the man who had said the first thing replied with a grin.

"I doubt she would even be able to join in the dances." Amelia replied, touching at her necklace as she spoke.

Bonnie blinked, their words starting to sink in.

"King Damon you sure a gracious kind aren't you?" Calia giggled.

"Well, I-" Damon started, but was quickly interrupted.

"He must be to allow the new appearance." someone else snickered with her.

Bonnie swallowed, her chest was hurting.

It was clear now what everyone meant when they spoke ill of the King and his Court. They were spoiled, brats of aristocrats. She should not have expected anything different.

She stood from the table as more insults cloaked as humor became to spill along the table.

"King Damon, may I be excused?" she asked.

"You haven't finished your food." Damon said slowly looking at her as everyone continued to speak.

"May I be excused." Bonnie said not asked, this time louder, more intensely, everyone stopped talking to look at her again.

The King nodded, and watched the woman push her chair back the rest of the way and hurry out of the room and through the doors.

Bonnie rushed down the hallway, her chest heavy. She wasn't sure why this bothered her so much. She knew her place in the Kingdom, she was poor, just the medic. Living in the castle didn't change that, how could she think it would? A change of scenery didn't change what people thought of her. If she wasn't the local witch, she was just a dirty commoner. Wasn't she?

As she was halfway down the corridor she heard a voice behind her.

"Mistress Bonnie."

Bonnie turned around, her heart beating faster.

"Yes, King Damon?" she asked, really not wanting to talk to him right then, but she didn't exactly have a choice.

"I apologize for their behavior." Damon told her.

"Why? As if you don't think the same thing." Bonnie replied, her emerald eyes frustrated.

The King blinked, "No.. I.." he started but couldn't figure out what to say.

Bonnie nodded, "As I thought. I apologize, but I'll be walking away now where I won't be judged."

She started to turn around but a hand touched her shoulder and spun her back around.

"Walk with me in the garden." King Damon asked of her, and she blinked.

"W-What?" Bonnie asked, inhaling, feeling a little dizzy.

Damon removed his hand from her shoulder, "After I depart from the throne room later, I would like you to accompany me in the garden."

"Why do you even want me too? I am the medic, why do you even want to speak with me. You clearly think the same things about me as them, you have too, you are the King." Bonnie furrowed her brow, "You order me to come to breakfast, because you are the King, you order me to come with you in the garden because you are the King. I must ask why?"

The King licked at his lips as he towered above her in his thick clothing, crown placed perfectly on his head.

"I am curious about you, Miss Bennett." he told her, "However, I was not ordering you too join me, if I was ordering you, you would know."

Bonnie just looked at him, her emotions starting to calm.

"I was asking, expressing that I would like you to join me." Damon assured her, though his face was intense.

"I asked you not to prejudge me, yet, you are. So, now the offer has become an order." he said in a low stepping closer to her.

"Has it?" Bonnie asked, her heart speeding up for an entirely different reason.

"Yes." Damon said absolutely, "You will meet me in the garden later, do you understand?"

Bonnie nodded, "Y-yes, my Lord."

King Damon gave her one last glance before turning around and heading back the way he came.

Bonnie turned around and rounded the corner of the hallway, but stopped and leaned back against a wall.

Taking a breath she placed a hand on her stomach.

Getting close to King Damon had seemed like a good idea at first, but now, Bonnie was worried the man was more than she was prepared for.


	4. Chapter 4

**4**

"Hold still…" Bonnie said quietly to the girl sitting on the patient cot before her.

"I'm worried." Jane said with a flushed face.

Bonnie pursed her lips as she rested on her knees, and had her hands placed gently on the girls pregnant belly.

"Everything appears to be alright." she said, and felt the child move around in the womb, making the skin of the stomach stretch.

She chuckled and looked up at Jane, who was fifteen years old, and around what seemed to be seven months along. This was not abnormal, actually it was common, as girls were married by thirteen often, with several children by the time they were eightteen.

"They are just restless, have you been eating enough?" she asked, taking the girl's wrist and feeling her pulse.

Jane sighed, "All food smells terrible to me, has for the last few weeks."

Bonnie nodded and stood up, the girl's pulse was a little slow but that wasn't a surprise if she wasn't eating well enough.

"Lady Jane, everything is fine, you simply need to eat more." she told her and stepped over, searching through viles.

She walked back over and placed the vial in the girl's hands.

"Take a spoon of this once a day, this should be enough for the next week." Bonnie explained, and held Jane's hand, helping her up.

Jane pushed the heavy skirt of her gown back down to the floor and took a breath.

"Has your husband been taking good care of you?" she asked, curious and watched Jane walk a few steps away.

"Lord Stephane is a good husband, busy, but good." Jane chuckled tiredly.

Bonnie nodded, "Well, if you have any other worries, I will be here."

Jane smiled a little bit, and looked like she was about to turn around but placed her hands behind her back and furrowed her brow.

"I was at breakfast this morning." she told Bonnie, "I heard the taunting, I didn't say anything, however, I don't agree with what they said."

Bonnie blinked, and was reminded about the words from earlier, her heart immediately feeling heavier.

"I am sorry." Jane continued.

"It is alright." she replied, placing her hands in front of her.

"They talk about me as well." she admitted, "Before marrying Stephane a year ago, I was only a farmer's daughter. They do not agree with his 'marrying below himself' as they like to put it."

Bonnie smiled a little.

"Well, you've certainly made a life for yourself." she told the girl.

"Yes." Jane smiled and looked down at her stomach, "It is a good one."

"Thank you for the elixir." she said before making her way out of the room.

Bonnie watched her leave and then sighed. She did not care about marriage nor children, at least not in a important sense. Yet, seeing Jane, so happy, taken care of, and already starting a family at a young age did make Bonnie wonder when she would finally settle down with someone.

She did not want to marry and stop doing all of the things before. If she were to marry she would still want to help people. Bonnie was not a woman who wanted to be spoiled, she enjoyed working for her lot.

A few moments later, she could heard the sounds in the hall as some of the people left the throne room, departing after King Damon. Bonnie realized she needed to get to the garden. It would have been helpful if he had told her how exactly to get there.

Bonnie looked at her hair in the mirror along the wall, it was sticking up in places, her pins had come out. She sighed and quickly fixed her hair, though she wasn't sure why she cared about how she looked. She was being forced to meet with the King. It wasn't as though she did not want to spend time with him, it was crucial for her plan, but, being bossed around wasn't entertaining.

She hurried out of the room and down the corridor. She wasn't exactly sure where she was going, but, she was hoping she might run into someone along the way. Thankfully, she did.

"Pardon me, can you direct me to the garden?" Bonnie asked the woman carrying a bowl of apples.

"Go left, then left again, the door is a double door on the right." she told her and rushed away.

Bonnie walked briskly down the hallway and turned left, then left again once she made it to the end of that one.

She pulled on one of the handles of the doors on the right, and sunlight came pouring into her face.

Walking outside, the garden was massive, lush green, flowers lining every inch that wasn't the stone walkway. She could see apple trees a way off, beds of vegetables.

Bonnie walked slowly down the few stairs and started down the walkway.

"King Damon!" she called out as she wandered around, ogling all of the plant life.

As a witch, it was even more beautiful, as she could feel the life, vibrant around her.  
>She was beginning to think the King had forgotten, until she felt a presence behind her.<p>

Bonnie gasped, a bit startled and turned around.

"Have I frightened you?" The King asked, and she sighed.

"A bit, yes, my liege." she admitted and took another breath.

Bonnie took him in her vision. Damon was not dressed as he was earlier, he was severely underdressed for a King, wearing only his brown pants, a flowy white shirt with the V untied at the neck, suspenders, boots and was without his crown.

Her face flushed and she turned back around quickly.

"You should have warned me you would be indecent." she exhaled.

King Damon chuckled, "Indecent? I'm dressed like any normal man would be."

Bonnie turned back around, her face flushed.

"But, you are the King, not a commoner. It is inappropriate for me to see you like this." she reminded him.

Damon looked at her amused and stepped over, grabbing his crown off the stone bench across the way and placed it back on his head, and turned around to face her.

"There, are you pleased Bonnie Blythe?" he asked teasingly as he stepped closer to her.

"Somewhat, my King." she replied and brushed a lock of her hair behind her ear.

"I must ask, why you ordered me to be here with you." Bonnie said slowly.

Damon licked at his lips and looked down at her.

"As I said, I am curious about you. The castle has never had a female medic before, much less one with as much zeal and bravery as you seem to have." he explained, though this was not completely the truth.

The other night, he had been unable to influence her. This was often common in those who worked with herbs, medics, and those who knew of vampires. Damon was a bit worried however, as he didn't know what the case was in her instance.

"Bravery?" Bonnie chuckled, "You hardly know me, how could you get that from our few meetings?"

The King smiled a little, "You had the courage to use my bath, and walk away from the court at breakfast. I've met people who cower at my reign, but you…" he trailed off, "You are different."

Her emerald eyes flickered up to meet his.

"I would not call my mistake of invading your privacy courage, my Lord. Though, I do not fear you as deeply as others." Bonnie told him.

"You do fear me though?" Damon asked, stepping a bit closer.

Bonnie took a breath, "Only as much as one should fear their ruler." she said quietly, though this was a lie. She did fear him, but her fear was not one others shared. She was frightened of him discovering the truth before she could befriend him. Yet, at the same time she was not frightened of him hurting her, but rather, of him being someone she could not reach, not truly.

With each step closer to her he made, each time he broke his own rules around her, it was harder to remain clear headed.

"Walk with me, will you?" the King asked her and motioned for her to continue forward.

She nodded and started walking, Damon walking beside her and she placed her hands in front of her.

"The garden is one of the only places I can be without my crown, without people bothering me. I know this may be hard to believe, but wearing ten pounds of thick, fancy clothing all day isn't the most pleasant. So, I come here to remember things as they were before I was King." he spoke and she looked over at him.

"It is said before you were King, you were quite the troublemaker." Bonnie said slowly.

"Was I?" Damon asked with a small smile.

"It is also said, that hasn't changed." she added, and watched his lips turn up more at the corners.

The King chuckled, "I cannot travel, or run amuck as I used too. However, I cannot deny my reputation of the occasional woman in my chambers."

Bonnie flushed a bit, "From what I have heard, occasional doesn't quite cover it."

"Well, that would only be what you've heard, not what you know." Damon replied, looking over at her.

"Oh, of course, I was not meaning to assume." she replied quickly.

King Damon shook his head, "No, it is alright. I used to be something of a problem of a son. I might still be. However, my rendezvous days are few now that I am King."

Bonnie nodded and was quiet, unsure of what to say.

"I take it, you are not spoken for?" he asked her.

"I am not." she told him, "It is unusual for my age, I am aware."

Damon smiled a bit as they continued walking, the sun moving down from the middle of the sky as the afternoon approached.

"Unusual, perhaps; understandable, none the less." he told her.

Bonnie pursed her lips, and looked away from him towards the path they were walking.

"Shouldn't you be married by now? Does the King not need a Queen?" she questioned.

"I was engaged to marry Queen Katherine, from the time we were both children, until a few years ago." King Damon replied.

Bonnie nodded, trying to remember what the news had been on the Queen of Morthel several years before.

"She passed away, I think I heard." she said slowly.

"Yes, she did, not long after my father died, and I became King." he told her.

Her forehead creased, "I'm sorry, I know that must have been difficult for you."

"My father or Queen Katherine?" Damon asked, shoving his hands into the pockets of his breeches.

"Both, of course." Bonnie said, her eyes flickering over to the large purple and pink flowers they were passing by.

The King was silent for a moment, looking over at her face as she looked away.

"Both were easier to move on from than you would think." he told her, "The responsibility I was left with, was heavier if I am honest."

Bonnie looked over at him for a moment and watched him look away. It was quiet for a very long moment as they walked. The sun had lowered in further, shining an orange glow over the garden by the time one of them spoke again.

"Did you care for Queen Katherine?" she asked, and he blinked, looking over at her as though his mind had wandered far from that topic already.

"Well, in a sense. I was never in love with her. I knew I would one day wed her, and our two kingdoms would join as one. However, that was the most of it." the King replied, seeming as though he did not enjoy talking about this subject.

Bonnie nodded and looked away from him.

"I have never been in love with anyone, have you?" she inquired, and he gave her a strange look.

"I apologize, my King, if that is too personal." she added quickly.

King Damon chuckled, "No, Miss Bonnie, I am not used to being asked such things. Very little care about what I do or do not feel." he started, "I have not been in love though."

"That is tragic." Bonnie replied, and the King raised an eyebrow.

"Is it really? You do not seem too distressed concerning your own lack of a man's affection." Damon commented, "Or womans."

She blinked and just looked at him.

"I do not assume ones preferences." he chuckled.

"Well, not that it matters…" Bonnie started, "But, it would be a man's affections. Though I do not think I am lacking anything, nor missing out."

"You do not care of your own affairs, yet, find my lack of wife and love tragic?" King Damon questioned, curious.

"Of course." she said as though it should have been obvious.

Bonnie brushed a lock of her hair behind her ear before speaking again.

"You are the King afterall, the ruler of our Kingdom, you should not have to rule on your own. I am just a medic, I have my best friend, and my passions. It is enough for me. But you…" she said slowly.

"A man such a you should not be alone." Bonnie finished.

Damon pulled his hands from his pockets as they continued walking.

"Unfortunately, love is not something I see for myself in the future." he told her.

She furrowed her brow, "Perhaps you will love whoever you marry one day."

The King shrugged, "It is not something I care about very much, not anymore…"

Bonnie just eyed his face, and looked away, quiet.

"You've many other things to worry about I suppose." she replied.

They continued walking quietly through the large garden. Damon still was unsure if he could trust Bonnie. Yet, there he was walking beside her, talking to her about things he didn't speak about with anyone else. Something about her drew him in like no one else, he could not deny this.

"I could use a seat." Bonnie mentioned, and Damon stopped as well near one of the stone benches.

"Please, go ahead." he motioned.

She walked over and sat down, her hands resting on her dress in her lap. The King wandered around for another moment, and disappeared back down the path. Bonnie assumed this was the end of their conversation, so she sighed and rested her chin in her palm.

When was the right moment to tell the King of her magic? She'd only known him two days now, and was unsure of what to think of him. He was being kind to her, though she was unsure why, and yet at the same time, he was intense, towering, serious, capable of getting her beheaded if she didn't chose the right moment to trust him.

Several moments later the King reappeared, holding an armful of the purple and pink flowers they had passed earlier.

Bonnie chuckled, "What are those for?"

King Damon smiled, "Follow me."

She watched him disappear around the corner and stood up, holding her dress as she quickly ran after him. She finally caught up and saw him standing near the large marble fountain in the center of the garden. It was so tall, that it went several inches above Bonnie's waistline.

"This is beautiful." Bonnie said quietly and ran her fingers along the marble.

"I remember it being built when I was ten years old." Damon told her and handed her a bundle of the flowers.

She watched the King step over and start placing the flowers one by one into the fountain, pedals up.

Bonnie assumed she was too do the same so she stepped over and started putting the flowers in, though it was a little hard to see all of them because of how short she was.

"What are we doing this for?" she questioned, putting the last flower in the water.

"For the philosophy of beauty I suppose." Damon told her and she looked at him curiously.

The King stepped over to her and placed his hands along the side of the marble fountain.

"My King, why are you so curious about me?" Bonnie asked, and his blue eyes flickering down to her face.

"Does it matter?" Damon questioned, and she chuckled looking down at the ground.

"I suppose not." she said.

The next second, when she looked up, the King was pushing himself upwards onto the fountain.

"What are you doing?" Bonnie asked, wide eyed as she watched him steadied his feet and stand on the flat top edge of the fountain.

"Join me, and you'll see." he told her, and knelt down a bit, holding his hand out to her.

"Are you of unsound mind?" she asked with a laugh.

The King just looked at her, continuing to hold his hand out.

"I won't let you fall, I promise you." Damon assured her.

Bonnie bit at the inside of her cheek and grabbed his hand. She was surprised when the man all too easily pulled her up with just one arm. She wobbled a little when she was finally standing on the three inch wide rim of the fountain.

The King continued to hold her hand, steadying her. His fingers were warm against hers.

She inhaled sharply a bit out of breath and looked up at him.

"It is not me I am worried about." Bonnie told him, and he laughed.

"You are the unbalanced one my dear. Not I." he replied.

She chuckled and once she was clear headed turned towards the water. It was crystal clear and all around the flowers they had placed were floating, slowly making their way around in a circle.

"Oh, my." Bonnie breathed, and felt King Damon let go of her hand.

The sun was peering along the garden and bird chirping. It was beautiful, the most beautiful place she had been in her entire life. Bonnie wondered if she was meant to be there, not just to save Damon, but to actually be at the castle. She felt as though she belonged there for other reasons, and she couldn't figure it out, but, she wasn't complaining.

"Have you decided whether my assistant Caroline may aid me here with my work?" she asked after a second, looking back over at him.

King Damon bit at his lower lip as he thought.

"She may." he told her and watched a smile spread along her lips.

"I will send my fastest horse, so she can make it for the ball tomorrow night." he offered and her smile grew larger.

"Oh, I am so grateful, my King. Thank you!" Bonnie said happily.

"I take it, you will be attending the ball as well?" Damon asked her, tilting his head to the side.

Bonnie nodded, "Yes, I will be there, appropriate garb or not."

The King's lips turned up at the corners just a bit, and he felt his fangs tingling in his gums. He took a small breath, and tried to focus on the sounds around him.

He watched Bonnie turn her head back and look out at the garden.  
>She smiled and for a moment, forgot completely about the reason she was there in the first place. In this moment, she was just happy, and in the sunlight. That is until she shifted on her feet a bit to look around more, and her foot slipped.<p>

The next second she was tumbling into the fountain it happened so fast that by the time Damon could even begin to grab her hand, she was already under the water and he went falling right in by the grip of her hand.

Bonnie's eyes were flooded with water and she closed them quickly, blindly trying to find the surface of the water. Unexpectedly, the fountain was partially in ground and went down three feet, leaving her covered by six feet of water.

She felt Damon's hands grab at the skirt of her dress and help her up to the surface. She inhaled deeply once her head was out of the water and as her vision cleaned and she breathed rapidly Damon grabbed her waist and kept her from going back under by the weight of her clothing.

"Y-you…" Bonnie tried to speak but her lungs hurt still.

Damon brushed her wet hair out of her face quickly and got a better grip on her skirt when she started to sink downwards.

"What? Are you alright?" he asked her.

After she could breath a little better she inhaled deeply.

"You promised." she exhaled, looking into his face as water dripped along her skin.

Damon chuckled lowly, "I did no such thing."

"You did, liar!" Bonnie laughed and he pulled her closer.

"King Damon!" a voice called for him and he blinked.

"Oh, no." he said quietly.

Bonnie gave him a look, "What?"

"That's Amelia, if she see's us in the fountain together, she'll spin it completely out of proportion." Damon whispered.

"Oh!" her eyes widened.

Damon grabbed hold of her waist with both hands, and helped her up and out of the fountain before climbing out after her.

"This way." he said and quickly started to run down the stone path.

Bonnie was weighed down by her wet dress but she held it up as best as possible off the ground and ran after him.

They ran together as best as possible, but his legs were much longer than hers and eventually he disappeared and she had to run around to find him.

"My Lord!" she whispered, breathing heavily, stopping and turning around trying to find him.

Suddenly, her hand was grabbed and she was pulled behind one of the hedges.

Bonnie gasped and the King came into her vision and put his fingers to his lips.

"King Damon!" Amelia called again and they heard her footsteps in the distance.

After a second, they heard the doors back into the castle open and close and Bonnie laughed.

The King smiled but then lifted his hand, feeling the top of his head.

"My crown!" he chuckled, "We have to go back."

Bonnie followed him back to the center of the garden and watched him lean over the fountain, waking the fountain with his fingers. After a few moments he found his crown and placed it back onto his head, more water dripping along his face.

"We best get back inside before someone notices are apparent bath." the King suggested and she nodded.

They hurried to the double doors and Damon peaked his head out, seeing no one was in the hallway.

They both walked in and when they heard voices started to run down the hallway, their shoes squeaking.

Bonnie nearly slipped and Damon grabbed her hand pulling her along and she had to stifle the laughs bubbling in her chest.

"No, I heard that h-" a voice came from the hallway and Bonnie nearly had whiplash when Damon turned them around and started the other way.

They rushed down several other hallways, until they made it to the stairs of his room.

"I should get to my room." Bonnie said, breathless.

"Don't be foolish, come with me I'll get you something dry." The King offered and she followed him up the stairs.

"You don't need to do that, it is my fault for falling into the fountain." she said as the door closed behind her.

Damon walked across the room and grabbed two linens from the cabinet against the wall, and handed one to her.

"We both fell in the fountain, lets not get into whose fault it was." he chuckled.

Bonnie smiled a little and held the folded cloth in her arms. King Damon disappeared behind the dividing curtain and she unfolded the linen a bit to dry her face and hair a bit.

"Bonnie, why don't you come here, I'll get you something dry to wear while your dress dries." the Kings voice beckoned and she slowly walked forward.

She walked into the other half of the room and her heart did a flip in her chest when her eyes met the half naked King. He was wearing clean pants, but was shirtless.

Bonnie inhaled and looked away a bit as he pulled on a new shirt and stepped over to her barefoot.

"My liege…" she mumbled, feeling like she was viewing something that wasn't meant for her.

The King took his crown off, and set it on his bed.

"May I help you?" Damon asked the damp woman, his voice innocent, but his deep seeded intentions were far from.

"W-with what?" Bonnie asked, and he chuckled moving closer to her.

"With your garments." he told her, his dark hair curling at the edges as a few locks hung over his forehead.

Bonnie inhaled slowly, "I don't think that would be appropriate."

This was true, it was more than true, it was a fact. Just running around with the King, wet, playing around, it wasn't what she should be doing. She was the medic, not his wife, or his Mistress for that matter. She was none of the people he should be helping undress, yet, she had not moved from her place.

"I won't tell anyone, will you?" Damon smirked at her, knowing he was getting to her. He could hear her heart beating faster, blood pumping through her veins.

He couldn't shake the feeling she gave him. He felt like himself, someone he couldn't be anymore, someone he had missed. King Damon knew he was wrong to play with the woman, but, he could not stop himself from moving closer to her, waiting for her response.

"May I help you?" he asked again quietly, and she nodded, heart beating hard in her chest.

Bonnie turned around slowly, and moved her wet hair to one shoulder so the back of her dress was visible.

She felt the Kings fingers untying her dress, and slowly pushing it forward so she could slide her arms out of it, the top of her dress fell downwards. Bonnie crossed her arms over her chest to cover her breasts. Damon's hands wet to her hips, and he slowly pushed the dress downwards and she stepped out of it.

"I think I can do the skirt mys-" she started but the King had already placed his fingertips under the waistband of the underskirt and was sliding it downwards.

Within seconds he was already working on unlacing her underbust corset, and it was on the floor.  
>Ten seconds later and she was naked, her face flushing red. The King however, wasted no time grabbing the linen and placing it against her back under her arms and reach round to fasten it in front of her, his wrists nearly touching her breasts.<p>

"There you go." King Damon said and she turned back around, every inch of her body hot and tingling. The remaining water may as well have been steaming off of her skin.

"T-Thank you." she breathed and he smiled at her.

Bonnie's end was spinning, she was even more confused than she was before. The King was clearly teasing her, but why her? Did he do this with all the new women in the castle? She didn't know, but she felt as though she had gotten herself in a situation she didn't know how to get out of, or, was it that she didn't want to get out of it?

She watched King Damon grab her clothing from the floor and walk over to the burning fire place across the room. He carefully place the clothing on a thin line that extended along the room near the fireplace and then stepped over to another cabinet.

Bonnie stood there, having flashbacks of the other night before, wrapped in a linen, wet and naked underneath before the King.

"I hope this isn't an everyday thing." she said her thought out loud and Damon turned to face her.

"What exactly?" the man asked holding a shirt in his hands.

Bonnie cleared her throat, "Well, being wet and naked before you, my Lord."  
>For a moment she thought the King blushed. He smirked and stepped back over to her.<p>

"You are modest." he remarked as he got closer.

Bonnie flushed with warmth. She seemed to be doing that a lot lately. When it came to Rowland, she had no problem practically sleeping with him in a field, but, with the King, her knees were going weak, and everything about him made it hard for her to think.

"You are my King, forgive me if I am more traditional in my beliefs towards you." she said slowly.

King Damon smiled again, his eyes on her face.

"Do not apologize, it is actually refreshing to know a woman who I do not have to fend off." he told her, and she chuckled a little.

"You cannot blame them, you are charming." Bonnie admitted without thinking.

Damon pursed his lips, "So I have heard…" he revealed the shirt in his hands as one of his large gray shirts, "May I?"

She nodded and turned around, letting him place the shirt over her head and once it was at her neck, the fabric covering her shoulders she let the linen fall to the floor and the shirt fell around her as she placed her arms in the sleeve that were too big for her. The fabric went several inches past her palms.

King Damon stepped in front of her, and grabbed her hand, rolling the sleeve up to her wrist and did so on the other side.

He moved behind her again and brushed her hair back behind her shoulders.

"Is that comfortable?" he asked her, his shirt reaching almost to her knees.

"Yes." Bonnie replied, and felt him lean down a little more, his hands moving to her waist.

"Thank you for walking with me in the garden today." Damon said quietly.

Bonnie swallowed hard, trying to keep her head clear.

"You ordered me to be there, remember?" she asked him.

The Kings hands slid forward along her hipbones, and he could hear her heart beating harder and harder. This did several things to him, and he exhaled a little.

"I might have…" he started, "Did you not enjoy our time?"

His breath was against her ear and her head was going foggy again.

"I did." Bonnie replied.

"You enjoyed yourself?" Damon asked, his fingertips trailing down to her thighs, where the shirt ended.

"Y-yes, my Lord." she breathed her eyelids fluttered as her knees felt like they were going to give out on her.

This was not okay. Bonnie should not have been letting the King touch her like this, she should not have been in his room, in his shirt. It was beyond inappropriate; but she did not want him to stop.

King Damon smirked, and suddenly his hands moved off of her body.

"I should go set for a carriage to leave to pick up your friend." he told her, and the breath she was holding came out quietly

"You should." Bonnie replied.

Damon stepped over, putting on another shirt over the one he had on, and placing his crown back on his head. After he put a new dry pair of boots on, he headed for the curtain.

"If I am not back before you leave, Goodnight." he said.

"Goodnight, your highness." she said with a small smile.

However, the second she heard the door to his room open and close she sighed heavily.

Stepping over to her clothing, she bit at her lip and quickly used her magic to make them dry.  
>The fire flamed up a little higher than usual but as soon as she was done with the spell it went back to normal.<p>

Grabbing her clothing in her arms, she rushed out of the room, and hoped no one was in the hallway. Thankfully, she made it back to her room without seeing anyone, and closed the door behind her.

Tossing her clothing on the chest near the bed, she leaned against the wall, still in the Kings shirt.

Her thighs were warm, wet, for new reasons and she was having a hard time breathing, though that might have been from her half naked sprint through the hallways.

"God, Caroline, I really wish you were already here." Bonnie whispered, looking out of the window as the sun was setting.


End file.
